SPILT MILK
WE that have done and thought,
That have thought and done,
Must ramble, and thin out
Like milk spilt on a stone*
THE NINETEENTH CENTURY AND AFTER
THOUGH the great song return no more
There's keen delight in what we have:
The rattle of pebbles on the shore
Under the receding wave*
STATISTICS
'THOSE Platonists are a curse/ he said,
'God's fire upon the wane,
A diagram hung there instead,
More women born than men/
THREE MOVEMENTS
SHAKESPEAREAN fish swam the sea, far away from land;
Romantic fish swam in nets coming to the hand;
What are all those fish that lie gasping on the strand?
THE SEVEN SAGES
Tie First. My great-grandfather spoke to Edmund
Burke
In Grattan's house*
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